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the straggle; a struggle that I had long encouraged between the very
opposed elements of my nature until the day when I said to myself:
what is the good of it? when I sought, not struggle and partial tri-
umph,, but agreement; in order to see at last that the more widely
separated are the elements of the agreement, the richer is the harmony.
And likewise, in a state, that dream of the crushing of one party by
another is a gloomy Utopia, that dream of a totalitarian state in which
the subjugated minorities could no longer make themselves heard, in
which (and this is worse) all and sundry would think the same. There
can be no question of harmony when the choir sings in unison.